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{ October and June

"A Tale of Gapla's Refusal to Enter
the *Wait for Age’* Class.

—By O. Henry—

*.

g . 1011, by Doubleday,
Capialn gased

Fage & Co)

bia aword that humg upon the

wll 3
5 the closet nesr by waa
slored fils faded uniform.
worn by weatlier and ser-

whoa.

“What s long, long time it seemed
ai80e those old days of war's alarma!
«ARd pow, vete that he was of his
ry's strenuous|times, he had been
_:ood_u abject surrander by a woms-
an's soft eyes and smiling lipa.
As he sat In his quiet room he held Ia
his hand the letter he had just received
from her—iha latter that had caused him
to wear that look of gloom,

He reread the fatal paragraph that
Bad destroyed his hope:

In declining the honor you have
‘done me In asking me to be your
wife, I feel shat I ought to speak
frankly,

The reason I have for so doing Is
Mhe great difference between our

ages.

1 ke you very, very much, but
I am gure that our marriage would
.mot bs & happy one.
sd-am porry to have to refer to

but [ belleve that you will ap-
late my honesty In giving you
true reason.

The Captain sighed, and leaned his
Beed upon his hand, Yes, there were
many years betwesn thelr ages.

But he was strong and , he
had position and wesnlth., Would not
his love, hia tender care and the ad-
vantagea hes could bestow upon her
make her forgei the queatlon of age?
"The Captain was & man of prompt
aotlon. In the field he had been dis-
tinguished for his declsivensss and
ene

iy

He would see her and plead his
cause aguln in person. Age!—what was
it to come belwean him and the one

loved?

18 two hours hs stood ready, In light

ing onder, for hia greatest battle.
s took the trals for the old Bouthern

1 n Icnmun where she lived.
sodord Deming was on the ateps of
the handsome, rticond old mansion,
snjoying the mmer t(wilight, when
the Captain entersd the gate And oame

the gravelled walk.

he met him with a amile that was

X from embarrassment. As the
mln stood on the step below her,
the difference In thelr ages did not ap-
pear Mo eat.

He -.5' tall and stralght and clear-
eped and browned, She was In the
hloem of lovely womanhood.

“1 wasn't nrp-.‘llnl you,” sald Theo-

gloomily atj e

dova: “bul pow that you've coma you

may sit on the step. Didn't you get my
ter?"”

“I &4d,” sald the Captain, “and that's
why 1 came. I say, pow, Theo, recan-
sidet your answer, won't you?™

Theodora amiled softly upon him. He
carried his years well

“Neo, no,” she sald, shaking her head,
positively ; “it's out of the question. 1
like you a whole lot. but marrying
won't do. My age and yours are—but
don't make me say It again—I told you
in my letter.”

The Captain flushed a lttle thrypugh
the bronze on his face. He was sflent
:lor a while, gasing sadly Into the twi-

Eht.

Beayond a line of woods that he -could
see was & fleld where the Boys ‘n blue
had onoe bivouacked on their mareh
toward the sea.

How long ago it seamad now! Truly
Fate and Father Time had tricked him
sorely. Just a few years interposed
between himsalf and huppiness !

“Don't take It so hard, pleass,” she
sald, menty. “It'sa all for the beet.
I've remsoned #t out very wisely ail by
myself. Bome day you'll be glad I
didn't marry you. 1t would be very
nice and lovely for & while—but, just
think !

“In only a few short years what dif-
ferent tastea we would have! One of
us would want to ait by the fireside and
read, and maybe nurse neuralgia or
rheumatism of evenings, while the other
would be crazy for parties and theatres
and lste suppers. No, my dear friend.
While it fsn't exactly January and
May, it's & clear osse of October and
prelty early In June"

“I'd always do what you wanted me
to do, Theo. 1If you wanted 10"—

“No, you wouldn't. You think mow
that you would, but you wouldn't.
Please don't ask me any more'

The Captain had lost his battle, Buat
he was a gullant warrior, and when he
rose to make his final adleu his mouth
was grimly set and his shoulders wers

*$e took the train for the N
o look the train for the North
night. On the next evening he e::
back in his room, where his aword was
hanging against the wall

He was dressing for dinner, tying his
white tie Into & very careful bow,
at the same time he waa Indulging in a
pennive sollloguy,

*'Pon my honor, T bellsve Theo was

right, after all. Nobody can 'deny that
she's a peach, but she miust be twenty.
elght, at the very kindest caloulation.” |

For, you aes, the Caplain was only
ninsteen, and his sword had never besn
drawn eXcept on the parade ground at
Chattanoogs, which was &8 near as h |
ever got to the Spanish-American war,
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é6—THEIR GUIDE

By Eleanor Schorer.
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HAVE heard of & fish called “Pelorus Jack,” which guides ships through

& treacherous channel somewhere on this great globe.

luu dangerous channels in the sea of
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she meemed besutiful.
actors have alwaym sxcalled.

India Ink stesped In rosa water. This,

vinegar, carmine snd aparmacet!. Bhe
up from her cheeks by rubbing them
suet and then wiping them off will
white wine or tollet vinegar. And thus
by using firat a cream and then sn
astringsnt she kept her olive akin
amooth and fine grained and It never
grew coarss, as such complexiona &re
apt Lo,

Just an Rachel had reached the
height of her fame, another woman of
very different ehuracter rétired from
the French atags with a large fortune.
This wak the famous Mlle. Mars, the
favorite .of the greal Napoleon and
beloved by the populace for her tal-
ants as a comedienne. She would as
soon he seen without her dress as
without her rouge. And her pouting
Hips wers Invariably stained ross red
by & lip salve which o book of memolrs
of the period says Wan her own Inven-

1ite. ELEANOR BCHORER.

tion, 1t was made of elght ounces of

Pt |Of_Famous Wome

Ospyiighs, 1810, by The Press Publishing Os, (The New Yorh Besning Werkdl)'

‘RACHBL'S EYES AND THE LIPS OF MLLE. MARS: *
CROWD that had collected on the corner of & shabby strest In the \

to keep an appointment in another quarter of the town,

lighter moods; and when har face was transformed with the smotien she =
was portraying, one forgot that she was a plain woman. For the momest

She was extremaly askilful ia the art of makeup,
Her great soulful eyes were her chief

and thess ahe enhanced wonderfully by painting the brows and lashes

barem, which she learned when a lttle girl from & gypey from Calre.,
On the stage she is sald to have used & ligquid rouge made of

— tolive oll and two ounces of alkanet root, put In the sun for & week until !l;
True love is a "Pelorus Jack” t« Bobs and Besales, guiding them through ! .1 had turned & beautiful crimaon, Then It was melted together with three

ounces of fine white wax and the same guantity of mutton sust.

of two gentlemen who

.
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Ing and banging & tambdyrine
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her might: while the other danced with
the abandon of & Fipey.
The rasaed lttle “girl danoed |
was Kilsabeth Felix, » known

the world over as Rachel, the famous
{Fronch 'aotreds; while  the. short

who saw her performance .
the wall known director of &
musio fand acting In Paris
man, simply beosuse he
tbad dipooversd genius,
ragged ittle girl
educated for the .
was twenly wshe had
reputation In both comedy and
Rachel was neaver prelty, even a8
child, By aature she had rathey
harsh volee. Hut by diligent -~
tion she overcams thls latter defeef
until she could express all the
slons of humanity as well as’
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it is sald, is one of the secrets of

slways removed every trace of
_with cold cream made from

A Summer Romance
of New York

|

By Louis Joseph Vance |

Author of “THE

BLACK BAG" de.

| 19012, by Fraak A. Munsey
*aid OF I'III‘EDI:W CHAPTRRS,
w told by hia
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CHAPTER IX.
(Continued.) -l
rummond's mot that seorl.
-:-Dh. p«::p-.' b':; mo criminal.”
.‘r.ln‘n.l ts the creature of 4
3 . L -

be
no criminals If every one ware able to,
attain his desaires within the law, Mis.
fortunes breed welrd maggots In 8
man's brain. Drummond's dragging
out & wretched sxistance in a world of
digtorted perspectivea; he's not to be
blamed If presantly he begina to ese
things aa they are not."

Ember permitted anothar pauss to
lengthen, unbroken by Whitaker.

“Shall I try to find him for you?' he
asked quistly, at length.

No,” Whi “No. Let

v taker decided.
him alone—paor devil!"
Ember diacialmed further reaponpl-
Lility with & movement of his shoulders.
“Buwt my wife? Could you find her a8

readly 1"’
“Possibly,” the detective admitied
cautiously, "But I den't mean to.”

“Why not?"’

""Becsuse you don't want me to. Do
)'l:!.lr'“

"But principally becsuse she doesn't
want me to. Otherwiss she'd ket you
koow whare o Jook for hee™

L’."'I.‘he Destroying Angel

Company.) warped judgment. There would

‘-—.—-

These fragments of dialogue are from
& cofiversation that took place in the
month of June, nearly seven weeks af-
tar the farewell performance at the
Theatra Max. Interim, Whitaker had
quistly resumed his place in the life of
the town, regaining old friendstips, re-
l'lol‘lll‘ old associations, Have for the
faot that he pursued no gainful oocu-
pation, all with him was much as it
had been: as If the Intervening six years
of exile had been blotied out, or had
never ‘bean. The mild excilemant ooca-
wioned by tim reappesrance had already
. : he was apain an accepled and
;tir:;lutlal factor in the society of his

He had abandoned all thought of re-
turning to New Glulnea; entertalnsd, n-
deed, no IncHnation whatever to do #o.
The life he now led was more or less
normal to him. Yet he waa senaible of
a growing restieasness. He had nothing
to busy himaelf about: this was the un-
gusssed secret of his unsettled tamper.
Agd the approach of hot weather was
Bagrowing the circle of his remewed ac-

-

quaintance. People were leaving town
dally for Eorope. for the seashore, for
the mountains,

He bhegan to recelve invitations for
week-ondre and joager visits out of town,
A T.a of the forner he accepted—al-
ways, however, returning to New York
with a sense of necessity strong upon
his spirit. Something held him there,
some influence elusive of analysis; he
was discontented but felt that be could
not find content glaswhere.

Gradually he n to know more
hours of loneliness than sulted his hu-
mor. Hin rooma=the old rooms over
looking Bryant Puark, regalned and re-
furmished much ss they hed Seen six
years before—knaw his solitary presence
through many a long evening, July
came with bllstering breath, and he took
e the Adirondacks, meaning to be
gone & month, Witldn ten days he was

back, drawn back Irreslstibly that
strange, insatiable eraving of u-
lated desaire. Town him, yot he

could pot seem o rest away from it.
He wandered in and out, up and down,
an unguiet, irresciute sovl, perpleaad.

Thaere oame one dark and sultry night,
heavy heneath skiss overcast, in A::;
ust, Whitaker left & roof-garden in
middle of a stupid riorenance and
walked the streets tlll long sfter mid-
night, courting the fatigue that should
bring with it untroubled aleep, On his
return, a sleepy hall-boy with & wilted
collar ran the elevator up to hls tenth
floor |anding and, lsaving him fumbling
at the lock of his door, dropped clank-
ingly out of sight, Whitaker enlered
und shut the door upon the piteh dark-
nean of his privats hall.

He groped along the wall for the alec.
trie awitoh, and found ondly the shank
of it—tha hard rubber butlon having dls-
appeared. And then, while still he was
trying to think how thia could have hap-
pened, he sustained & murderous as-
nauil

A miacalculation on the part of the
marauder alone saved himm. The black-
jack (or whatever the weapon waa),
m.w by the narruwest Bhave,

upon hia left shouler with
num force. Notwithslanding

the
. pain snd surprise, Whitaker ralMed and

grappled, thus escaping s second mnd
probably more deadly blow.

But his shoulder was almost uselead,
and the pain of it bagan to ploken him,
while the man in bis grip fought Hke
a devil unchained. He found himaelt
wadged back Into a corner, brutal .n-
mers digging dczlm the flash around
his windpipe. fought valnly for a
time to escape strengulstion. Even-
tually he struggied out of the corner
and gave ground through the doorway
inte his sitting-room,

For soma minulss the night in that
quiet room, high above the elly, wua
rendsred wild and viclent with the
crash of overturning fumiture and the
thud and thump of siruggling bodies,

Then, by some accident little short of
miraoulous, Whitaker broke free and
plunged acvives the room ln what he bine
agingd to be e direction of the dreaser
in whioh he kept a revolvar. Hin foot
slipped om the hardwood floor, tha ankie
twisted, and ha fell awkwardly, striking
bis head againat a table-leg with such
4hat he oy half stunned.
jnstant later his aseslinnt emptied

five chambers of & mevolver Into the
darkness sbout him, and then, alarmed
by a raoket of pounding on the hall-
door, flsl succesafully by way of the
fire-emcape to adjuining roofs and nelgh-
boring back yards

By the time Whitaker was able to
pull himaelf together and hobbls te
open the door, a brace of Intelligent
pallcemen who had been summoned by
the hall-buys were threatening to break
it down, Admitted, they took his safely
Into their cara and simultansously the
revoiver which he inosutlivusly admitted
possemsing. Later they departed, ob-
vioualy disgruntled by the unprofeasions
al vonduct of the "erook™ who had left
no “elum' and warning the house-
holder that he might expeact to be sum-
moned to court, as soon as he was able
e move, to answer for the crime of
keoping a weapon of Jdefense, Whit.
aker went to bad In company with a
black temper and the aroma of arnlea.

He entertained, the next day, several
persona) reporters, a physician, a futile,
superfreous, unornamental creature, mig-

o

leadingly desigmated a plaln clélhen
man; fAnally his fidend (by now: Shelr
soqualntance had progressed close ypoa
the point of friendahip) Ember,
he retired Investigator found "‘lt-
aker gettlog into his clothes, ‘s cores
mony distinguished by soms
and numerous grunts , rA4
“Afternoon,” he sald, taking a chald
and surveying the suflerer witn ﬂﬁ
maskal amusement. “Having a
time?" Lot
"You go to thunder!” sald Whilaker
in disgust. =
“CHad to ses you'rs not much hurl™
pursued the other, unsbashed.
Whitaker withered him with & stare.
"l suppose It's nothing 1o have &
shoulder and arm black and b
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